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1 The Tragedie 

He needs noM***# nor lawfull courfe. 

To cut off thofe that haw offended him, 

t. Who made theetben ahloody roinifter, 

When gallantfpringjbraue Plantageatt, .v 
The Princely Nouice was ftroofcc dead by thee. . 

Cla. My brothers loue, the Deuill, and my rage, 
i .Thy brothersiotte, the Deuill, and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither ®owito murther thee. 

C4*.Oh, if youkmc brother, hate notate, 

I am his brother, and I loue him well : 

If you be hirdefcr n*ed,goel*cke againe, 

>#nd I willfend you nay 'brother: Gloceiter, 

Who wilkeward you betcer for my life. 

Then Edward will for tydings of my death. 

* .You are deceiu’d,y»ur brother Glocefter hates you. 

C/a. Oh no, be loues t»e and he holds atfe dcare, ‘ 

Go you to himfreim mo* 

Am. 1/owewiil. 

C/ 4 .Tell him, when that our Princely father Yorke, a 
Blcft his three fonnes with his victorious arme .* 

Aa d chargd vs from hisfouic to loue each other. 

He little tboughtof this diuidedfriendfiiip, 

Bid Glocefter thinkeonthis, and hewill weepe. 

Am. I }l uiilff ones, as he leffoned vs to weepe. 

Cla. O, doe not flanffer him for he is kind, 
j .Right, as fnow in hacaeft.thoudecerufl thy fclfe, 

Tis he that feotyshithernow to taurther thee. 

C/a. It cannot be- k for wheh I parted with him. 

He hugd me in his arraes,and fwore with fobs. 

That he would labour my deliuerie. 

a, Why fo he doth, now he deliuers thee 
From this worlds thtaldome : to the ioyes of heauen, 
i . Make peace with God, for you ffluft die my Lord. 

CU. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 

To counfell me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy owne fowle fo blind. 

That thou wilt war with Godformurtheringme l 
Ah firs confider,he that fet you on 
To doethis decdcywill hate you for this deede, 

:v - - - - a. What 
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of Richard the Third, 

2 , What (hall we doe? 

Cla. Relent, and faueyourfoules. 

1 . Relent, tis cowardly, andwomanim. 

Cla Not to relent, is beaftly,fauagc,and diuelifn. 

My friend,! fpiefome pittiein yourlookes ; 

Ob if £ hy eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my fide and intreat for me : 

A J C f?hM,and thus!* if thisS notforuc,* ? fi'Jhk him * 
He chop theein the malmcfcy But in the nexcroome. 

,. A bloodiedeede,anddefprately performd, 

Howfainelike Pilate vs ould 1 wafli my hand, 

Ofthis moft grieuous guiltic murder done. 

, Why doeftthounothclpeme? 

Bv heauen the Duke fhall know how fiacke thou art. 

2.1 would he knew that 1 had faued his brother, 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what Ifay, 

Pori repentme that the Duke is flame. &*** 

1 . So do not I, goe coward as thou art . 

Now mult I hide his body in fome hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order forhisburiall; 

And when I haue my meed I muft away, 

Fot this will out, and here I mud not (lay. Exemh 

Enter King, Sheene, HaJHngs ,%fiers, & c. 

King. So, now 1 haue done a good dayes worke. 

You peercs continue this vnited league, 

I cuery day expeft an EmbalTage 

From my Redeemer, to nedeeme me hence.* 

And now in peace my foule fhall part to heauen. 

Since I haue fet my friend at peace on earth : 

Riuers and Haftings,take each others hand, 

Diffemblenot your hatredffweareyour loue. 

Rt. By heauen my heart is purgdfrom grudging hate, 

And with my hand Ifealcmy true hears loue, 

EM. So thriue 1 as I fwcare the like. 

JCwg.Take heede you dally not before your King, 

Leaft he that is the fupreame King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden falfhood 5 andaw&rd 
Either of you to be the others end. 
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